IN   A   COFFEE-SHOP

girl and the swab. I suggested the dock and his
ship would be a better quest. No, it was no good,
he said. He tried that late last night. Both had
gone. The policeman at the gate told him so.
The dock was there again this morning, but a
different policeman; and whatever improbable
world the dock and the policeman of midnight
had visited, there they had left his ship, inacces-
sible, tangled hopelessly in a revolving mesh of
saloon lights and collapsing streets. Now he had
no name, no history, no character, no money, and
he was hungry.

We went into a coffee-shop. It stands at the
corner of the street which is opposite the Steam
Packet beerhouse. You may recognize the place,
for it is marked conspicuously as a good pull-up
for carmen, though then the carmen were taking
their vans steadily past it. The buildings of a
shipwright's yard stand above it, and the hammers
of the yard beat with a continuous rhythmic
clangour which recedes, when you are used to its
till it is only the normal pulse of life in your ears*
The time was three in the afternoon. The
children were at school, and alone the men of the
iron-yard made audible the unseen life of the